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Author's Notes: 


An idea that came to me because | love to visualise Dave as a cockslut, enjoy :P 


David adored everything about Dave, everything that made him beautiful. His outgoing, charming although at 
times volatile and explosive personality. His long, luscious red curls cascading down his back. His milky white skin, 
with the pale freckles speckled across the bridge of his nose. His long legs poured into slim fit blue jeans, 
making them appear to go on forever. His huge hands, with the long callused fingers which knew exactly where 
to touch and how much pressure to apply. His little love handles that were so easy to hold onto, and the 
adorable little belly with the overly sensitised navel. His hairy chest, golden curls dusted above bright pink 
nipples. his copper eyes, playful and naughty with that dangerous gleam in them. 


But most of all, David adored that mouth. The full, plump cherry red lips as they curved into a grin that 
looked more like a smirk. The white teeth hinted behind them, and the pinkish tongue as it darted out to wet 
them. But what he loved the most about it, was when said lips were wrapped tightly around the shaft of his 
cock. The way they would stretch into a wide o, to accommodate the size. The way they would swell, glistening 


with a moist mixture of precum and saliva. The way they would look poutier, rosier, juicier even Like now. 


It wasn't rare for Dave to give head, contrary to popular belief, he seemed to crave it like he craved air to 
breathe. He poured his soul into the act, sucking David dry with a ferocity never properly matched by 
whoever else David might bring to their knees. Dave put his whole being into it, using teeth and tongue and 
throat as one functioning unit. Teasing the head by lapping at it with the broad part of his tongue, the tip 
poking at the tiny slit, tasting the salty tang of precum and making David's back arch. Taking the younger 
man's cock deeper, until his nose lay buried in curly sandy brown pubes, hot breath coming in puffs against 
David's pubic bone making the boy shudder. Then as he slowly bobbed his head, teeth scraped ever so gently 
against the thick vein straining along the underside of the shaft, catching purposely at the ridge to make 
David's knees buckle. 


But the best part would be the greedy way in which Dave would swallow, before there was really anything to 
eat. As David's shaking hands clung to Dave's thick sunset curls like reigns, pulling ever so subtly in an attempt 
to make Dave redouble his efforts getting him off, Dave would take him as deep as possible and swallow 
around him. He never gagged. The contractions would turn David into screamer, more often than not. Then, a 
manipulative hand would join the game, cupping the younger man's tight, heavy balls and fondling them intently. 
Rolling them against the palm, through the fingers, as Dave swallowed more rapidly, eyelashed fluttering above 
flustered cheeks. It would bring tears to David's eyes, send them running down his face. It would drag guttural 
moans out of the bassist from some place deep inside he didn't even know existed, some place otherwise primal 


and left dormant. 


And all of that was happening - right now. Right then and there. David slapped his palm over his mouth to 
stifle his pleasure noises as the edge approached him at top speed and he came hard, unwilling to get caught 
with his pants down and Dave's mouth milking his dick. His legs felt like jelly, his buckling knees against Dave's 
shoulder as the redhead supported his weight. Dave swallowed all the younger man had to give, sucking the 
head soothingly until David's dick was limp and soft, and empty. Throughout the aftermath, David continued to 
pet Dave's hair, murmuring sweet nothings. Repeating three little words, those with a special meaning that only 


becomes stronger the more you say them. 


Finally, Dave pulled back to place one last peck to the head of David's spent cock, licking his lips to rid himself 
of cum and saliva residue. Tucking the bassist back into his underwear, zipping his jeans up. Getting up on his 
feet and wrapping his arms tightly around him, a tender kiss pressed against David's temple as sandy brown 
hair strands clung to damp, swollen red lips. Brushing the soft hair behind David's little ear, and moving those 
same well used lips against the love as he whispered sincerely, reciprocating the words David needed to hear 


to feel complete. 


